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THE HAPPY PAIE
IT came and went so lightly,
That pleasant summer rain ;
Now see, dear wife, how brightly
Laughs out our own domain.
Far, far into the distance
The eager eye can roam,
But here is true existence.
And here a happy home.
Down fly the pigeons coping,
The pretty graceful things!
So gentle in their wooing.
Beside the fairy springs.
Where, gathering flowers together,
A garland first I wove,
In bright and sunny weather.
For thee, my only love!
Another wreath I plaited,
As well rememberest thou,
That day when we were mated,
And took the happy vow.
The world was all before us,
To make or choose our way ;
And years have stolen o'er us,
Since that most blessed day.
The vow which then was spoken,
A thousand times we've seal'd.
By many a tender token,
In thicket and in field ;
On Alpine heights we've tarried,
Together still were we ;
Yea, Love for us hath carried
Has torch across the sea.
Contented and caressing.
What could we wish for more ?
G-od sent a greater blessing,
We counted three and four;
Two more have join'd the party.
The little prattling elves !
But now they're strong and hearty,
And taller than ourselves.
That story needs no telling;
I see you looking down
On yonder new-built dwelling,
Amid the poplars brown.